In such a school was I trained. I grew up
believing that the novel has nothing to do with
pure literature. So I was taught by scholars.
The art of literature, so I was taught, is something
devised by men of learning. Out of the brains
of scholars came rules to control the rush of
genius, that wild fountain which has its source
in deepest life. Genius, great or less, is the
spring, and art is the sculptured shape, classical
or modern, into which the waters must be
forced, if scholars and critics were to be served.
But the people of China did not so serve. The
waters of the genius of story gushed out as they
would, however the natural rocks allowed and
the trees persuaded, and only common people
came and drank and found rest and pleasure.

For the novel in China was the peculiar
product of the common people. And it was
solely their property. The very language of the
novel was their own language, and not the
classical Wen-h, which was the language of
literature and the scholars. "Wen-Ii bore some-
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